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Feliz Stalingrad 


Author's Notes: 
Set on an imaginary tour that Deep Purple never did during the Soviet era. Don't think about it too hard. 


Its not called Stalingrad any longer, it's been renamed to Volgograd,’ said Ritchie inbetweenest the chattering 
of his teeth. 


"But who named it that?" wondered lan. 


"Well, | don't know! Some Soviet officiall" Ritchie sounded cross. "Some perverse, soul-sucking, middle- 


management parasite, no doubt just like the one who booked us to play a tour of Russia in December: 


lan, for one, was enjoying the frosty weather. The roses bloomed in his cheeks and as he tromped here and 
there, he breathed out smoke like a dragon. Ritchie was miserable, and had been since the train had left the 
station in Germany. The women had stood on the platform, blowing kisses, as the train clicky-clacked on its 


way, all the while Ritchie hid himself under a pile of furs. 


Now they were bundled into the back of a cab, or what passed for a cab in Volgograd -- lan didn't see any 
sort of paperwork, and for all he knew, the fellow driving them about was a passing motorist flagged down by 
their handlers from the Soviet attache. Speaking of which -- their handler, a mountain of a man, was sitting 


up front with the driver. 
"Ritchie, do you suppose he's a spy?" lan whispered into his companion's ear. 
If he is, he's got rather more facial hair than the ones James Bond gets to shag," said Ritchie. 


The trip to the hotel was, mercifully, short. They made the perilous trip from the cab across the icy steps 
into the lobby, and rejoined the rest of the band. Jon Lord waved them over. 


"Good news, lads! | inquired with the Minister of Culture or what-have-you, and he and his wife will be hosting 
a Russian's concept of a proper English Christmas tonight in the hotel." 


"Why is that good news?" Ritchie asked. 


"Because otherwise we'd have no Christmas at alll The Russian calendar is rather off from ours, their 


Christmas isn't for a few weeks yet." 


"I thought they were all atheists, why must they have a Christmas at all?" grouched Ritchie. "Pudding and 
screeching little children, that's all it is. Dreadful holiday." 


lan elbowed him jovially. "There you go, trying to act like you're not enjoying yourself! What a laugh, Blackers!" 
With that, he shouldered his bag and headed off to his room -- which was, for once, a private room. lan 
showered, shaved, and then once dry, dug through his bag and prepared some items he'd brought with him. 


He propped himself up on the bed with pillows, sat a box of tissues next to him, and drizzled some lubricant 
into the palm of his hand. The tip of his tongue was sticking out of his mouth in concentration as he let his 


head fall back and lost himself in a fantasy-- 
The phone rang. 


Groaning, lan roused himself, wiped off his hand, and wedged the receiver between his shoulder and the side of 
his face. “Hullo? Oh, Ritchie. |, ah.." he glanced at the tissues beside him. "I was just thinking about you." 


‘Come off it! Were trimming the tree with this Minster of Malarkey and youd best get yourself down here. If Im 


fo suffer, you have fo suffer as well" 


Oh, Ritchie! His spitting cat! lan did as he was told; he got dressed and went down to the lobby to entertain and 
be entertained by various bigwigs. He kissed lady's hands and laughed uproariously at jokes he didn't 
understand, all while Ritchie shot daggers from his eyes at anyone who dared to approach him. 


A tree was put up; the scent was intoxicating. Truth be told, lan had had a couple of drinks, and that was 
intoxicating as well. The night wore on. He lifted a tiny Russian girl up on his shoulders so that she could hang 
ornaments. A lady came and hung actual candles on the tree and then lit then, which was surely a fire hazard 
but charming nonetheless. Someone dimmed the gaslights; people began to yawn openly, and soon the children 


were being carried away, asleep, on their papa's shoulders. Only some stranglers remained. 


lan had just returned from the loo when he caught Roger and Paicey tittering to one another. "Look there, look, 
look Quickly before he wakes," Paicey said, pointing under the tree. 


Ritchie lay beneath the tree, curled up with his face resting on his folded hands. He looked sweeter in repose 
than he did when awake. A tag hung from one of his ears, and when lan knelt next to him he found written 
there in ornate handwriting: "To Gillan, From Father Christmas." 


Perhaps Ritchie sensed his nearness, for he blinked awake and reached up, batting at the tag he could feel 
dangling from his ear. When he looked at it, his face scrunched up in dismay. "Oh, someone thinks he's a 


comedian!" 


"Who are we to question the wisdom of Father Christmas?" said lan philosophically, and he made to gather 
Ritchie into his arms. Ritchie struggled; but after a moment he eased like an animal consenting to be petted, 


and lan held him close and breathed him in, deeply, and tried to hold some part of his essence forever. 


